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down. Wizzie didn't hesitate a second. She slipped out of bed,
snatched up the first garment that presented itself in the dim
light, which turned out to be her own skirt; and with this
clutched like a shawl round her shoulders, and with her bare
feet emerging from her long old-fashioned night-gown, she
opened the door without making a sound, left it ajar for her re-
turn, and tiptoed halfway downstairs. Here she paused and
leaned over the bannister. Yes! Jenny was in her kitchen now.
She could tell exactly what she was doing. She was poking the
coals, which, as Wizzie knew, were almost always still red in
the morning, and throwing in certain bits of stick that it was
her custom to keep all night close to the stove so that they
might be especially dry when she came down.
Wizzie stretched as far as she could over the banister-rail
and listened motionless.   She kept well on the qui vive, how-
ever, so that the moment Jenny emerged from the kitchen
she could be upstairs in a flash and back in her room, but she
gave herself up to this eavesdropping with unmixed delight.
If there was an element of malice in it, after the long vexation
of Jenny's wilfulness, there was much more of excited sym-
pathy for a woman's defiance of her own pride and prudery.
"She's not going to wait any longer," Wizzie thought.  And
she could feel through the pit of her own stomach, that was
now pressed so tightly against the stair-rail, something of the
wild beating of Jenny's heart and Jenny's pulses.   Her instinct
—which was almost telepathic—justified itself up to the hilt.
She heard Jenny fill the kettle from the tap.   She heard the
unmistakable sound of iron on iron, as the woman placed it
over the orifice of the stove.    Then she heard a sound that
caused a smile to cross her face and made her close her fingers
still more tightly on the banister, for it was the sound of the
tinkle of a wineglass against a salt-cellar,   Now these objects
always stood in front of a little round mirror, the shaving-
mirror that had belonged to the vanished "Torn"; and to Wizzie,
who knew by this time all the domestic recurrences in her
friend's house, this sound meant one thing and one only,
namely that Jenny Dearth was surveying her own appearance
in the glass.
"She's going to him! She's going to him!" the girl thought,
and drawing back from the bannister she flattened herself
against the wall and waited in breathless excitement. Yes! Ap~

